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were frightened to get inside their Vernon because of
the lightning. I can just imagine the "Land of Con-
jecture" in its blackest mood, lit white with the colossal
lightning flashes and showing the lava hills crouching
like black demons.

We changed Alger's two radiators. He had repaired
his own most ingeniously: red lead, fabric, chewing gum
and what not. This had enabled him to stagger on
from L.G. R, where he had landed the day before, and
made my problem of getting to him and back on my
petrol far easier. I found that one of my starboard
engine water pipes had chafed through and my fitter
had to have the radiator off and cut it and work a rubber
joint on. I walked round and inspected a dead camel,
of which there were two in the neighbourhood, and
took photographs of a cairn and some circles of stones.
I looked at the track running straight over the mighty
plateau till it rose over the shoulder of a distant hill and
was lost to sight. We did not see a living soul there.

L.G. X to L.G. V. I let Page sit in the first pilot's
seat. Alger took off first and we taxied slightly in
behind him, as there was a little rise in the ground in
front of us. I rather lost my bearings at first, for we
were flying straight into the hills of the "Kingdom of
What Wasn't" very low. In a moment I saw far away
the little shapes of "Cain" and "Abel/* which gave us
our exact direction. We cut up the Wadi Hauran and
passed some armoured cars going westwards. Alger
flew away on our port beam and higher. And so we
continued until the mud flat at L.G. V came in-sight.
It hardly showed up from the rest of the plain. The
camel-thorn preceding it was really a better landmark*
Alger landed first without a smoke candle. We dropped